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He had one curious obsession, which was that he could speak Fijian
faultlessly and that the natives were so much in awe of him that they
dared not lie. I remember once when I had learned the language and
was a Commissioner in the provinces, investigating a very compli-
cated case of murder. Thurston heard of it and asked me to bring
the principal native witness to his office.  This man had sworn that
he had written a certain document which was produced in Court.
Before he came into the room Thurston said, " Now you are going to
hear the truth. This chief will never dare lie to me." I was not so
sure. His Excellency planted himself in a chair and tried to look as
like the Deity on the Judgment Seat as he could. The old chief came
into the room with bent knees and uttered the tama, which is the cry
of respect. He assured the Governor that he had written the docu-
ment. I asked whether I might be allowed to put the witness to a
test. Assent was given, and I put pen and ink and paper before the
old man and dictated a verse of the Fijian version of the Bible to him.
His pen travelled rather slowly over the paper and when I looked over
his shoulder I found that it resembled the crawl of a fly that has fallen
into an inkpot.  It was the only time when I saw His Excellency
discomfited.  The fact was that he knew as much of the people as
any European can know, but he thought that he knew everything,
and that was fatal. What he did know was the mind of the early
setder and he was not much loved by that portion of the community.
When Sir John Thurston was appointed Governor a few weeks
later, Dr. (afterwards Sir William) Macgregor, the Chief Medical
Officer, became Colonial Secretary. He was of quite humble parentage
in Aberdeen, and the few words which he permitted himself to utter
were delivered in a strong Scottish accent  He was a man of iron
frame, untiring in his work and of more than considerable culture.
Behind his reserve, as I discovered long afterwards when I was clown
with fever in New Guinea, there was a fund of tenderness and un-
selfish ^ devotion which he tried awkwardly to conceal behind an
impassive exterior. As a clerk in his office, with the dull work of
copying outgoing letters, I fancied that he had taken a dislike to me,
and I avoided him. Our chief clerk, James Stewart, was a Scot of
great ability, but his life was poisoned by the consciousness that
Nature had written "clerk" all over him and that he could only
express his thoughts on paper. Nevertheless, he would have risen high